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The Introduction to Lux 
BY: S HAWN R OBINSON 
As we begin this story-and what a brilliant choice you've made in 
choosing to read it, I might add-I feel it only right to give you the utmost 
assuredness that you are in good, well-tested hands. I come from a long line of 
story narrators, my father and his father before him practicing the trade since 
time immemorial. In the ancient era, my ancestors were among the first to convey 
stories in the past tense, winning nearly unanimous acclaim for their efforts. 
Their only critics were some of the older listeners, who complained that this 
new trend confused and scared them, but soon enough they were all dead and 
forgotten in the ground. The rest is history. 
Lest you feel I am merely riding the glorious and mostly celibate coattails 
of my forefathers though, I shall now give a brief account of my own narrative 
experience. My career began as the narrator for the short story Amy and The 
Cheetah, a courageous tale of animal cruelty and all the dangers those proud 
hunters face. From there I moved on to a job as the third person narrator of the 
modern, health conscious adaption of "Charlie and The Chocolate Factory": 
"Charlie and The Kale Field". What the adaption lost in the fantasy of oompa 
loom pas I believe it more than made up for in the whimsy of perfectly normal 
human beings actually enjoying the taste of kale, but critics panned the effort 
nonetheless. Most recently, my career hit a bit of a snag as I was relieved of my 
narrative duties after the third book in the Dragon Lover Saga, "The Pre-Nuptial 
Pendant". The author and publisher convened rather sinisterly behind my back, 
accusing me of, quote, "explicit foreshadowing bordering on story spoiling and 
frequent tangential 'old man' ramblings". First, I must say that I apologize for 
nothing. Other than being human, I suppose. We all make mistakes. Second, I 
strongly believe the addition of "old man" to the description of my ramblings 
was not necessary and was intended to be personally hurtful, which it was. 
Tremendously. 
Ah, my little letter lovers, do not despair on my account! This has not 
been the first time the hamstring muscles of my family name have been tested 
by the hefty squat rack of life. During the medieval era, the need for third person 
narrators almost dried up completely. Well, in Europe, that is. Most narrators 
opted to give up their Latin for the likes of Arabic or Mandarin. My ancestor 
instead opted to learn a little-used language known as English and became the 
laughing stock of the narrator world in the process, much as I am now. Then, a 
humble English playwright by the name of Shakespeare hired my ancestor to be 
the narrative voice for his plays. Unfortunately, he had been spending his wages 
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allocated for weekly English lessons on ladies of the night, pointy shoes, stupid 
hats, and other strange things medieval people liked. What resulted was an array 
of poorly worded, barely discernible plays that people really seemed to enjoy for 
some reason. I mean, sometimes my ancestor would just wing it and make up his 
own words on the spot, but still the plays were celebrated. He did not question 
their success, and neither has anybody else since. 
My humble hope is that this story will be as successful for me as 
Shakespeare was for him. With a name like "Lux", we're already off to a strong 
start. For any reader that does not speak Google Translate, "Lux" is Latin 
for "Light", the name serving as a metaphor for the love interest in the story 
becoming a light amidst the main character's dark and troubled romantic 
past. I contend this strikes the perfect balance between unoriginality and 
pretentiousness that so many young adults can passionately identify with and 
throw their money at these days. Within the first few chapters you'll find the 
love interest's name of Anna Lumiere as a ridiculously obvious hint towards the 
aforementioned metaphor, but the author will spend a handful of chapters in the 
middle of the novel desperately trying to make you believe it was a red-herring 
as the two lovebirds fmd themselves broken up thanks to an unrealistically 
dramatic and annoyingly avoidable conflict between them. Then, right before 
the climax, Anna returns to John, the protagonist's life-which we all knew she 
would but hoped she wouldn't-confirming that the story really is as pointless 
and conventional as it first seemed. The author will have you believe it was 
more about the journey than the destination, but this is not The Hobbit, and this 
journey will leave you feeling less like you went on a literary adventure and more 
like you went on a road trip across Nebraska; numb, exhausted, and generally 
more morose than when you began. 
Back to the protagonist, John, though. Don't expect any real growth or 
development from him over the course of the novel, dear reader. I say this only 
so the seeds of disappointment are not sewn and harvested as you read. It is 
painfully obvious that John is a foil, and a thin one, for the author himself. Just 
look at the name "John" compared to the author's name, "Shawn". They both 
have the same, well, frankly I don't know the word for it, but they both have 
that thing with the "on" sound. Furthermore, John, who is also a novelist by 
trade, is presented as a highly charming, sophisticated, and attractive bachelor 
all throughout the story. The only question I'm left with is whether the author 
believes he is projecting his own persona on the character or if this is some sort 
of sick fetish to write fantasy relationships for himself. Between the two, I fmd 
myself hoping for the latter, for then the author would at least be showing some 
traces of imagination within this 352 page abyss of dull dialogue and tired tropes. 
In any case, please turn the page to Chapter 1 so we can begin. 
SHAWN ROBINSON is a Sophomore in English Education. He started writ ing 
when he was nine. Ever since, he has been carrying some notebook or another 
with numbered pages and bad handwriting everywhere he goes. He hopes to 
someday se ll one of those notebooks to you in a Barnes and Noble. 
fiction 13 
